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He soon guessed his whereabouts. The most tumultuous
group of gesticulators were gathered round the steps of the
house next the Church. From its windows came shouts and
thumpings and the whinnying of cruel laughter. In the street
beneath, an officer sat his horse, pale at the gills, arguing
feebly with the mob that pressed about his knees. Skjolde-
brand recognised Adjutant-General Silversparre, and was not
surprised at the feebleness. "Oh, you're right, my friends,
quite right," he heard him say, "but you must just be good-
natured about it." As he spoke, another window flew open,
a pair of shoes came hurtling into the street. It was followed
by a coat, a black satin coat, already in tatters, and by another
burst of that hateful laughter.

Skjoldebrand, looking round him in desperation, suddenly
caught the tramp of marching feet. He ran to a doorstep,
climbed it, and peered over the heads of the crowd. A detach-
ment of artillerymen was coming down the street, scattering
obstruction as they came. They forced their way to within
two hundred yards of the house where Fersen was being baited,
mishandled, perhaps even murdered, and then suddenly,
incredibly, they halted and stood fast. Skjoldebrand saw-who
their officer was: he knew Major Geete by sight: he battled his
way towards him, and was beside him in a couple of minutes.
"For God's sake," he said, "why halt here? Halt outside the
house if you like, and give these scoundrels a fright."

Major Geete looked down his nose. "Orders from Adjutant-
General Silversparre," he said. "Orders to halt here."

"Then' get 'em cancelled! Send one of your men. The
Adjutant-General's there, just down there!"

Geete called out a gunner, gave him a reluctant order. But
before the man could make his way through the press, with
Skjoldebrand in his wake, Silversparre had thrown a leg over
his horse, swung to the ground and vanished into the
house.

The crowd was thickening every minute, its gestures grew
more menacing. Something must be done, and quickly;
someone must be found who was not wondering how to put
responsibility on to the shoulders of others. Skjoldebrand
darted through the crowd, making for side-streets, for the